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 Some Russians treated him well too, but it was hard to break through their 
reserve, suspicion and mistrust; an Englishman was all right but not as a government 
representative. Their houses were of logs with thatched roofs, and the doors were also 
thatched on a frame. As my father did not know the country he was given a guide from 
the Hobbema Reserve, an Indian by the name of Joseph Whitford who was a protestant. 
His people had all been Christianized by the McDougal Missionaries. A Mr.Bouchier, 
from southern Alberta, had been to our house and had given my father the necessary 
papers and instructions, and also told him he could get a guide at the Indian Reservation 
On their long rides my father would sing some of the Methodist hymns that were well 
known and then Joseph Whitford would join in and sing them in the Cree Language. 
Sometimes father rode alone to the different settlements and often met Indians. He 
always carried a good supply of plug tobacco and also candy.  When he met an Indian, he 
would say “smoke” and then father would hand out a plug of tobacco and when squaws 
come up it was the same thing. If there was a young squaw, he would give her candy or a 
small coin. They always expected something. At first the long days in the saddle tired 
him as he was not used to riding so far, but gradually it ceased to bother him and he 
thoroughly enjoyed the scenery of the different places he went. It was quite and 
experience for him and he gained a lot of knowledge of the country and its inhabitants. 
 Then we bought another cow from Mr. Howell, the druggist in Lacombe. We 
called her White Bess and her calf, Beauty; she was a good milker, gentle and easy to 
milk. It was my chore to help with the milking as Tom would often be away and I was the 
only one who had learned to milk. Later, we bought a Black Angus yearling heifer from a 
neighbour, Tom Hitson, who was staying at Kirby’s that winter. Father sold our first cow, 
Birdie, to the butcher, Mr. Puffer in Lacombe. He used to get the Indians to tan the hides 
for robes. Ours was so stiff we could not use it for a robe, there was too much glue left in 
it. It was a very large hide, as she was a big light colored roan shorthorn, almost pure 
bred. 
 Now that the weather was fine we drove to the services in the Canyon school 
house. It was rough riding in the wagon but we could all go that way and the six of us 
helped to swell the congregation. Sometimes we drove horseback as that was the best and 
easiest way to travel. But we only had three riding horses so then some of us had to stay 
home. As a rule, Tom, Elizabeth and I went. Sometimes we took Eva along but she did 
not ride by herself at that time. The horses would sometimes get scared and shy at the 
least noise. 
 About this time, one of the neighbours to the west, about three miles away, Will 
Smith had his father and sister visiting from the States. He had invited my father and 
stepmother over to supper on Sunday and of course we returned the compliment and 
invited them to visit us. We found Miss Smith very sociable and friendly and we visited 
with each other a lot that summer and for as long as she stayed at her brothers. 
